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THE    PROTEST. 


"All  persons  traveling-  through  the  state  and 
sleeping  in  barns  and  out-houses  should  be  incar- 
cerated at  hard  labor  in  houses  of  correction. 

We  confess  a  strong  feeling  of  favor  toward  the 
idea— we  have  advocated  it  once  already  -that  it 
might  be  well  to  revive  for  use  in  this  connection 
the  long  obsolete  whipping-post."— From  the  Bos- 
ton Congreyationalist  of  February  28, 1878. 


TO  THE  PRIESTLY  EDITOR  OF  THAT    "RELIGIOUS' 
SHEET. 

Three  million  tramps— a  mighty  host 
To  fetter  to  your  whipping-post  - 
All  driven  by  accursed  laws 
Direct  into  Starvation's  jaws— 
By  damnable  conspiracy 
Reduced  to  abject  penury 
And  galling  yoke  of  slavery! 
All  industries  are  overthrown 
That  you  may  gnaw  the  biggest  bone- 
Three  million  toilers  out  of  work 
That  you  may  lord  it  like  a  Turk! 
Insult  the  shade  of  old  John  Brown — 
Cry  "whipping-post"  e'en  in  Boston! 
Ah,  still  you  are  the  "negro's  friend," 
But  for  "poor  whites"  the  lash  intend— 
And  does  the  Abolitionist 
For  "whipping-post"  so  loud  insist! 
Shriek,  priests,  for  e'en  the  self-same  rod 
That  scourged  the  "blessed  Son  of  God"— 
Himself  a  tramp,  for  it  is  said, 
"He  had  not  place  to  lay  his  head." 

Ill  fares  it  with  the  poor  when  money  rules! 
Rights  of  the  poor!  Rights  of  the  hated  tramp! 
But  have  these  any  rights? 


How  soon  may  we 
Like  them  be  beggars  wandering-  to  and  fro? 
'Tis  said  that  in  N'ew  York  quite  recently 
A  poor  man  died  who  fifteen  years  ago 
Was  a  proud  millionaire.    The  hand  of  war 
Had  smote  and  ruined  him— he  died  a  tramp— 
The  friendly  Potter's  Field  holds  his  remains. 
His  riches  all  went  down  with  the  "lost  cause," 
His  property  was  in  Confederate  bonds. 
He  made  a  bad  investment,  it  is  true; 
Ten  thousand  men  were  bankrupted  last  year 
Within  the  confines  of  our  tramp-cursed  land—    S 
Most  by  investments  quite  legitimate, 
The  tramps  are  manufactured  by  bad  laws 
Made  in  the  interest  of  the  "bulls  and  bears"— 
Ten  thousand  bankrupts  in  a  single  year 
In  order  that  John  Sherman  may  "resume!" 
What  does  resumption  mean  to  business  men, 
Owners  of  lands,  of  factories,  and  goods, 
And  tollers  of  all  industries  and  crafts? 
Impoverishment  and  abject  vassalage! 

"But  wandering  tramps  are  thieves,"  I  hear  you 

say. 
If  this  be  true  then  why  not  call  them  "thieves"— 
Cry  "Down  with  thieves"  instead  of  "Down  with 

tramps!" 
Using  good  English— not  a  new-coined  phrase— 
Yon  rave  like  Satan  and  you  madly  talk 
Of  "guns"  and  "halters"  and  the  "whipping-post" 
For  men  whose  only  crime  is  penury! 
What   right   have   we  to   call  those  wanderers 

"thieves" 
Before  they  have  been  tried  in  open  court? 
But  they're  convicted— How?  By  detectives 
Who  make  pretense  of  haviner  "found  them  out"— 
Belied  and  vilified—  denounced  as  "thieves" 


"A  race  of  bandits"  "wandering  miscreants!" 
Right  now  arrest  and  bring  to  punishment 
Each  one  of  them  that's  guilty  of  a  crime- 
Bring  him  forthwith  before  a  magistrate! 
But  poverty,  O  priest!  is  not  a  crime 
Deny  them  shelter  even  in  your  barns; 
For  this  is  modern  Christianity! 
1  do  not  doubt  some  tramps  are  arrant  rogues- 
Some  bankers,  too,  are  thieves  of  blackest  die— 
(But  editors  are  all  immaculate; 
And  hireling  priests  a  race  of  canon-saints) 
Will  it  not  take  the  tramps  a  thousand  years 
To  steal  as  much  as  bankers  now  have  got 
Dishonestly— yea,  stolen  from  the  poor? 
Where  are  the  freed- men's  savings— tell  me  where? 
Savings  of  farmers,  laborers,  business  men? 
Depositors  innumerable  robbed! 
Why  do  you  not  denounce  the  banking  class? 
Why  do  you  not  propose  the  "rope  and  gun" 
As  "cheaper  than  the  courts"  when  bankers  steal 
Or  "workhouses  and  whipping-posts"  for  them? 
Why  do  you  strain  so  at  a  puny  gnat 
And  swallow  down  the  camel's  ponderous  bulk? 
"And  if"— and  if— the  case  is  altered  much 
Because  the  bankers  are  the  upper  crust, 
And  justice  is  not  what  you're  aiming  at! 
"Down  with  the  nigger!"  was  the  old  war-whoop— 
"Down  with  the  tramp!"  the  barbarous  refrain 
That  now  is  chanted  by  our  gold  Modocs— 
(Responded  to  by  howlings  of  fierce  wolves 
Dressed  in  sheep's  clothing— priestly  editors.) 

Sleeping  in  "barn"  or  "shed"  as  Joseph  did 
And  Mary  when  the  inlant  Christ  was  born, 
And  where  the  shepherds  recognized  his  star- 
Is  not,  1  trust,  a  punishable  crime, 
Save  in  the  eyes  of  Scribes  and  Pharisees— 
(The  same  that  nailed  the  Master  to  the  tree—) 
The  "Man  of  Sorrows"  knowing  all  our  griefs— 
E'en  poverty's  humiliating  woes, 
"The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud's  contumely." 
The  poor  above  all  others,  are  received 
With  kindness  by  the  good.    The  pampered  rich 
Are  fondled  and  caressed  by  alJ  the  vile— 
'the  poor  are  honored  only  by  the  good: 
John  Howard,  Mrs.  Fry  and  Gerritt  Smith, 
Lincoln,  Lovejoy,  Paine  and  Lafayette 
And  the  apostles  all  and  Jesus  Christ 
Embraced,  in  arms  of  helpfulness,  the  poor- 
Visiting  convicts  in  thsir  gloomy  cells 
To  see  that  they  were  shown  humanity 
And  not  oppressed  because  of  helplessness— 
Taking  the  outcasts  kindly  by  the  hand 
Because  they  saw  in  them  divinity— 
But  heartless  Pharisees  and  hypocrites 
Trample,  with  iron  heels,  upon  the  weak. 
We,  the  descendants  of  a  race  of  tramps— 
(Our  fathers  driven  from  their  native  soil 


By  hireling  priests  and  tyranny  of  kings 
Into  a  far  off  friendless  wilderness) 
Ought  to  be  lenient  toward  the  wandering  poor, 
The  right  to  travel,  journey,  emigrate 
Is  sacred  right  to-day  as  when  St,  Paul 
Perambulated  round  the  Gentile  world— 
Or  Jacob  saw  the  Angel  host  descend 
While  he  reposed— the  stars  his  canopy— 
(No  friendly  "barn"  or  "out-house"  being  near)— 
A  sacred  right— as  when  old  Homer  roved 
A  homeless  wanderer— a  seedy  tramp! 
No  page  of  history  shows  a  parallel 
To  the  mad  tyranny  that's  now  proposed 
By  Satan's  emissaries— priestly  scribes, 
The  editor's  of  bought-up  news-papers, 
The  heartless,  howling,  slave-pursuing  wolves, 
With    blood  hounds   and   sharp-pointed    bowie- 
knives, 
Were  gentlest  babes  con  pared  to  Hyenas 
Foaming  at  mouth,  like  raving,  rabid  dogs, 
Gnashing  at  "tramps"  through  all  the  live-long 

week 
Till  Sunday  brings  them  sanctimonious  rest 
And  sumptuous  hash  of  brown-bread  and  baked 

beans. 
Now,  'tis  to  be  presumed  that  every-one 
Knows  his  own  business  and  attends  to  it— 
Nor  is  he  to  be  meddled  with,  unless 
He  interferes  with  other  men's  affairs— 
if  strangers  come  among  us  e'en  in  rags, 
Are  they  not  strangers  still?  a  sacred  name! 
The  stranger,  by  the  upright  gentleman, 
Is  ever  shown  compassionate  regard. 
When  men  are  poor  it  is  to  be  presumed 
That  they  have  met  misfortune  and  deserve 
Blessing  and  kindly  words  from  fellow  men. 
Good  manners  dwells  with  hospitality— 
Unkindness  marks  the  brutal  savage  man. 

Is  the  poor  wanderer  that  starved  to  death 
In  Iowa  but  fifteen  months  ago 
Because  he  dared  not  beg  and  would  not  steal- 
Being  a  "tramp"   was   shunned-  could  not 

work. 
Because  the  farmers  had  been  warned  to  dr 
The  wanderers  from  their  doors  (by  editors- 
Is  he,  1  say,  deserving  of  our  hate? 
Was  he  deserving  of  the  whipping- post? 
"Give  him  the  work-house,"  cries  the  gold-l 

fiend! 
He  dared  not  beg;  because  our  laws  define 
Begging  a  crime  equal  to  larceny. 
This  tramp  was  nut  to  death  by  Iowa's  laws 
Was  starved  to  death  by  legislative  act- 
By  our  "tramp  act"  of  the  centennial  year- 
Was  put  to  death  for  "crime  of  poverty"— 
Could  not  get  work  and  durst  not  beg  or  stea 
By  hunger  he  must  die  or  suicide— 


He  chose  to  starve  a  martyr  to  our  laws. 
He  died  a  hero,  though  a  hated  tramp- 
Victim  of  persecuting  savaerery— 
He/lied  a  martyr  to  the  rich  man's  greed! 
'■Where  were  his  wife  and  children  when  he  died? 
This  hero  had  come  West  in  search  of  work  — 
Had  left  in  want  his  suffering  wife  and  babes. 
/Thrown  out  of  work  in  his  New  England  home 
.  Bepause  the  government  mnst  needs  "resume"— 
'His  hands  so  willing  and  his  arms  so  strong— 
His  soul  so  big  with  manliness  and  hope— 
/He  would  go  West  and  Poon  send  home  some  funds, 
/The  papers  said:  "A  tramp  had  starved  to  death  - 
jHe  had  a  photograph  of  wife  and  babes— 
,  A*  letter-  in  his  pocket  breathing  love 
*ind  hope— he  had  not  yet  found  any  work— 
'Could,  send   home    nothing    yet,'    'but    hoped' 
■  i      "      'still  hoped"'— 
0,what  a  struggle  he  had  undergone! 
Thousands,  like  him  are  perishing  today. 

The  nation's  life  is  surely  ebbing  out- 
Mark  the  conspirators— the  people's  foes 
Who  overthrow  our  democratic  laws ! 
They  have  a  well-laid  plot,  a  hellish  scheme, 
Have  got  the  press  and  clergy  on  their  side- 
All'  cor'poiations  and  all  monied  rings — 
College  professor's  have  been  won  with  bribes. 
Their  scheme  is  this:  Gen'ral  impoverishment— 
Then/^dium  heaped  upon  the  poorer  class- 
Then  poverty  to  be  declared  a  "crime"— 
Involuntary  servitude  for  crime 
(The  "crime  of  poverty")  to  follow  next- 
imprisonment  in  penitentiary— 
Or  sold  at  auction  to  some  petty  lord 
("At  sheriff's  sale"  will  be  the  words  of  law) 


Under  the  plea  of  "putting  vagrants  down". 
Behold  the  climax  of  the  infernal  plot, 
Laws  will  be  passed  to  disfranchise  the  tramp— 
Grave  judges  will  decide  "the  tramp"  to  mean 
"All  such  as  go  from  place  to  place  for  work- 
As  journeymen  and  factory  "operatives"— 
Printers,  laborers  on  farms,  in  mills  and  mines- 
All  men  that  do  not  own  a  house  or  farm, 
Or  pay  a  certain  given  tax  or  rent 
Beyond  the  reach  of  common  working-men- 
All  these  shall  be  disfranchised— shall  not   vote. 
Even  the  Massachusetts  governor 
Of  late  discourses  in  official  message 
(Sent  out  a  feeler  of  the  public  pulse 
Before  the  scalpel  is  resorted  to) 
Whether  to-day  'twould  be  expedient 
To  take  the  right  of  suffrage  from  the  poor- 
Signs  of  the  times  surely  significant 
That  point  direct  to  lords  and  monarchy! 
Have  we  to-day  equality  of  men? 
No,  we  have  castes,  same  as  in  India! 
The  line  of  demarcation  is  as  strong 
'Tween  poor  and  rich— 'tween  shoddy  and  the 

tramp, 
The  ship  of  state  is  drifting  toward  the  rock  s— 
Let  freemen  seize  the  helm  and  save  the  ship! 
"Boarded  by  pirates!"  drive  them  from  the  deck! 
Tear  down  the  flag  of  "sovereignty  of  gold" 
Unfurl  the  emblem  of  "the  people's  might"— 
Thus  will  the  problem  of  the  tramp  be  solved— 
Prosperity  again  will  bless  the  land: 
And  poverty  ere  long  will  be  unknown! 

—Leonard  Brown. 
Des  Moines,  March  10,  1878. 
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THE    PROTEST. 


"All  persons  traveling  through  the  state  and 
sleeping  in  barns  and  out-houses  should  be  incar- 
cerated at  hard  labor  in  houses  of  correction. 

We  confess  a  strong  feeling  of  favor  toward  the 
idea— we  have  advocated  it  once  already  -that  it 
might  be  well  to  revive  for  use  in  this  connection 
the  long  obsolete  whipping-post."— From  the  Bos- 
ton Congreyationalist  of  February  28, 1878. 


'RELIGIOUS" 


TO  THE  PRIESTLY  EDITOR  OF  THAT 
SHEET. 

Three  million  tramps— a  mighty  host 
To  fetter  to  your  whipping-post  - 
All  driven  by  accursed  laws 
Direct  into  Starvation's  jaws— 
By  damnable  conspiracy 
Reduced  to  abject  penury 
And  gat  ling  yoke  of  slavery! 
All  industries  are  overthrown 
That  you  may  gnaw  the  biggest  bone- 
Three  million  toilers  out  of  work 
That  you  may  lord  it  like  a  Turk! 
Insult  the  shade  of  old  John  Brown- 
Cry  "whipping-post"  e'en  in  Boston! 
Ah,  still  you  are  the  "negro's  friend," 
But  for  "poor  whites"  the  lash  intend — 
And  does  the  Abolitionist 
For  "whipping-post"  so  loud  insist! 
Shriek,  priests,  for  e'en  the  self-same  rod 
That  scourged  the  "blessed  Son  of  God"— 
Himself  a  tramp,  for  it  is  said, 
"He  had  not  place  to  lay  his  head." 

Ill  fares  it  with  the  poor  when  money  rules! 
Bights  of  the  poor!  Bights  of  the  hated  tramp! 
But  have  these  any  rights? 


How  soon  may  we 
Like  them  be  beggars  wandering  to  and  fro? 
'Tis  said  that  in  New  York  quite  recently 
A  poor  man  died  who  fifteen  years  ago 
Was  a  proud  millionaire.    The  hand  of  war 
Had  smote  and  ruined  him— he  died  a  tramp— 
The  friendly  Potter's  Field  holds  his  remains. 
His  riches  all  went  down  with  the  "lost  cause," 
His  property  was  in  Confederate  bonds. 
He  made  a  bad  investment,  it  is  true; 
Ten  thousand  men  were  bankrupted  last  year 
Within  the  confines  of  our  tramp-cursed  land- 
Most  by  investments  quite  legitimate, 
The  tramps  are  manufactured  by  bad  laws 
Made  in  the  interest  of  the  "bulls  and  bears"— 
Ten  thousand  bankrupts  in  a  single  year 
In  order  that  John  Sherman  may  "resume!" 
What  does  resumption  mean  to  business  men, 
Owners  of  lands,  of  factories,  and  goods, 
And  toilers  of  all  industries  and  crafts? 
Impoverishment  and  abject  vassalage! 

"But  wandering  tramps  are  thieves,"  I  hear  you 

say. 
If  this  be  true  then  why  not  call  them  "thieves"— 
Cry  "Down  with  thieves"  instead  of  "Down  with 

tramps!" 
Using  good  English— not  a  new-coined  phrase— 
You  rave  like  Satan  and  you  madly  talk 
Of  "guns"  and  "halters"  and  the  "whipping-post" 
For  men  whose  only  crime  is  penury! 
What  right   have   we  to   call  those   wanderers 

"thieves" 
Before  they  have  been  tried  in  open  court? 
But  they're  convicted— How?  By  detectives 
Who  make  pretense  of  havinc:  "found  them  out"— 
Belied  and  vilified— denounced  as  "thieves" 


"A  face  of  bandits"  "wandering  miscreants!" 
Right  now  arrest  and  bring  to  punishment 
Each  one  of  them  that's  guilty  of  a  crime- 
Bring  him  forthwith  before  a  magistrate! 
But  poverty,  O  priest!  is  not  a  crime 
Deny  them  shelter  even  in  your  barns ; 
For  this  is  modern  Christianity! 
1  do  not  doubt  some  tramps  are  arrant  rogues- 
Some  bankers,  too,  are  thieves  ot  blackest  die— 
(But  editors  are  all  immaculate; 
And  hireling  priests  a  race  of  canon-saints) 
Will  it  not  take  the  tramps  a  thousand  years 
To  steal  as  much  as  bankers  now  have  got 
Dishonestly— yea,  stolen  from  the  poor? 
Where  are  the  freed- men's  savings— tell  me  where? 
Savings  of  farmers,  laborers,  business  men? 
Depositors  innumerable  robbed! 
Why  do  you  not  denounce  the  banking  class? 
Why  do  you  not  propose  the  "rope  and  gun" 
As  "cheaper  than  the  courts"  when  bankers  steal 
Or  "workhouses  and  whipping-posts"  for  them? 
Why  do  you  strain  so  at  a  puny  gnat 
And  swallow  down  the  camel's  ponderous  bulk? 
"And  if"— and  if— the  case  is  altered  much 
Because  the  bankers  are  the  upper  crust, 
And  justice  is  not  what  you're  aiming  at! 
"Down  with  the  nigger!"  was  the  old  war-whoop— 
"Down  with  the  tramp!"  the  barbarous  refrain 
That  now  is  chanted  by  our  gold  Modocs— 
(Responded  to  by  howlings  of  fierce  wolves 
Dressed  in  sheep's  clothing— priestly  editors.) 

Sleeping  in  "barn"  or  "shed"  as  Joseph  did 
And  Mary  when  the  intant  Christ  was  born, 
And  where  the  shepherds  recognized  his  star- 
Is  not,  I  trust,  a  punishable  crime, 
Save  in  the  eyes  of  Scribes  and  Pharisees— 
(The  same  that  nailed  the  Master  to  the  tree—) 
The  "Man  of  Sorrows"  knowing  all  our  griefs— 
E'en  poverty's  humiliating  woes, 
"The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud's  contumely." 
The  poor  above  all  others,  are  received 
With  kindness  by  the  good.    The  pampered  rich 
'Are  fondled  and  caressed  by  all  the  vile— 
The  poor  are  honored  only  by  the  good: 
John  Howard,  Mrs.  Fry  and  (Jerri tt  Smith,      > 
Lincoln,  Lovejoy,  Paine  and  Lafayette 
And  the  apostles  all  and  Jesus  Christ 
Embraced,  in  arms  of  helpfulness,  the  poor- 
Visiting  convicts  in  thgir  gloomy  cells 
To  see  that  they  were  shown  humanity 
And  not  oppressed  because  of  helplessness- 
Taking  the  outcasts  kindly  by  the  hand 
Because  they  saw  in  them  divinity— 
But  heartless  Pharisees  and  hypocrites 
Trample,  with  iron  heels,  upon  the  weak. 
We,  the  descendants  of  a  race  of  tramps— 
(Our  fathers  driven  from  their  native  soil 


By  hireling  priests  and  tyranny  of  kings 
Into  a  far  off  f ripndless  wilderness) 
Ought  to  be  lenient  toward  the  wandering  poor, 
The  right  to  travel,  journey,  emigrate 
Is  sacred  right  to-day  as  when  St.  Paul 
Perambulated  round  the  Gentile  world— 
Or  Jacob  saw  the  Angel  host  descend 
While  he  reposed— the  stars  his  canopy— 
(No  friendly  "barn"  or  "out-house"  being  near)— 
A  sacred  right— as  when  old  Homer  roved 
A  homeless  wanderer— a  seedy  tramp! 
iVo  page  of  history  shows  a  parallel 
To  the  mad  tyranny  that's  now  proposed 
By  Satan's  emissaries— priestly  scribes, 
The  editor's  of  bought-up  news-papers, 
The  heartless,  howling,  slave-pursuing  wolves, 
With   blood  hounds   and   sharp-pointed    bowie- 
knives, 
Were  gentlest  babes  coir  pared  to  Hyenas 
Foaming  at  mouth,  like  raving,  rabid  dogs, 
Gnashing  at  "tramps"  through  all  the  live-long 

week 
Till  Sunday  brings  them  sanctimonious  rest 
And  sumptuous  hash  of  brown-bread  and  baked 

beans. 
Now,  'tis  to  be  presumed  that  every-one 
Knows  his  own  business  and  attends  to  it— 
Nor  is  he  to  be  meddled  with,  unless 
He  interferes  with  other  men's  affairs— 
If  strangers  come  among  us  e'en  in  rags. 
Are  they  not  strangers  still?  a  sacred  name! 
The  stranger,  by  the  upright  gentleman, 
Is  ever  shown  compassionate  regard. 
When  men  are  poor  it  is  to  be  presumed 
That  they  have  met  misfortune  and  deserve 
Blessing  and  kindly  words  from  fellow  men. 
Good  manners  dwells  with  hospitality— 
Uakindness  marks  the  brutal  savage  man. 

Is  the  poor  wanderer  that  starved  to  death 
In  Iowa  but  fifteen  months  ago 
Because  he  dared  not  beg  and  would  not  steal- 
Being  a  "tramp"   was  shunned- could  not  get 

work, 
Because  the  farmers  had  been  warned  to  drive 
The  wanderers  from  their  doors  (by  editors—) 
Is  he,  1  say,  deserving  of  our  hate? 
Was  he  deserving  of  the  whipping- post? 
"Give  him  the  work-house,"  cries  the  gold-bribed 

fiend! 
He  dared  not  beg;  because  our  laws  define 
Begging  a  crime  equal  to  larceny. 
This  tramp  was  out  to  death  by  Iowa's  laws- 
Was  starved  to  death  by  legislative  act- 
By  our  "tramp  act"  of  the  centennial  year- 
Was  put  to  death  for  "crime  of  poverty"— 
Could  not  get  work  and  durst  not  beg  or  steal- 
By  hunger  he  must  die  or  suicide— 


He  chose  to  starve  a  martyr  to  our  laws. 
He  died  a  hero,  though  a  hated  tramp- 
Victim  of  persecuting  savagery— 
He  died  a  martyr  to  the  rich  man's  greed! 
Where  were  his  wife  and  children  when  he  died? 
This  hero  had  come  West  in  search  of  work  — 
Had  left  in  want  his  suffering  wife  and  babes. 
Thrown  out  of  work  in  his  New  England  home 
Because  the  government  mnst  needs  "resume"— 
His  hands  so  willing  and  his  arms  so  strong— 
His  soul  so  big  with  manliness  and  hope- 
He  would  go  West  and  soon  send  home  some  funds, 
The  papers  said:  "A  tramp  had  starved  to  death  - 
He  had  a  photograph  of  wife  and  babes— 
A  letter  in  his  pocket  breathing  love 
.And  hope— he  had  not  yet  found  anv  work— 
'Could  send  home    nothing    yet,'    'but    hoped' 

'still  hoped'  "— 
O  what  a  struggle  he  had  undergone! 
Thousands,  like  him  are  perishing  today. 

The  nation's  life  is  surely  ebbing  out- 
Mark  the  conspirators— the  people's  foes 
Who  overthrow  our  democratic  laws  I 
They  have  a  well-laid  plot,  a  hellish  scheme, 
Have  got  the  press  and  clergy  on  their  side- 
All  corpoiations  and  all  monied  rings- 
College  professor's  have  been  won  with   bribes, 
Their  scheme  is  this:  Gen'ral  impoverishment- 
Then  odium  heaped  upon  the  poorer  class- 
Then  poverty  to  be  declared  a  "crime"— 
Involuntary  servitude  for  crime 
(The  "crime  of  poverty")  to  follow  next- 
Imprisonment  in  penitentiary— 
Or  sold  at  auction  to  some  petty  lord 
("At  sheriff's  sale"  will  be  the  words  of  law) 


Under  the  plea  of  "putting  vagrants  down". 
Behold  ihe  climax  of  the  infernal  plot, 
Laws  will  be  passed  to  disfranchise  the  tramp— 
Grave  judges  will  decide  "the  tramp"  to  mean 
"All  such  as  go  from  place  to  place  for  work- 
As  journeymen  and  factory  "operatives"— 
Printers,  laborers  on  farms,  in  mills  and  mines- 
All  men  that  do  not  own  a  house  or  farm, 
Or  pay  a  certain  given  tax  or  rent 
Beyond  the  reach  of  common  working-men- 
All  these  shall  be  disfranchised— shall  not   vote. 
Even  the  Massachusetts  governor 
Of  late  discourses  in  official  message 
(Sent  out  a  feeler  of  the  public  pulse 
Before  the  scalpel  is  resorted  to) 
Whether  to-day  'twould  be  expedient 
To  take  the  right  of  suffrage  from  the  poor- 
Signs  of  the  times  surely  significant 
That  point  direct  to  lords  and  monarchy! 
Have  we  to-day  equality  of  men? 
No,  we  have  castes,  same  as  in  India! 
The  line  of  demarcation  is  as  strong 
'Tween  poor  and  rich— 'tween   shoddy  and   the 

tramp, 
The  ship  of  state  is  drifting  toward  the  rocks- 
Let  freemen  seize  the  helm  and  save  the  ship! 
"Boarded  by  pirates!"  drive  them  from  the  deck! 
Tear  down  the  flag  of  "sovereignty  of  gold" 
Unfurl  the  emblem  of  "the  people's  might"— 
Thus  will  the  problem  of  the  tramp  be  solved— 
Prosperity  again  will  bless  the  land: 
And  poverty  ere  long  will  be  unknown! 

—Leonard  Brown. 
Des  Moines,  March  10,  1878. 
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THIS    PROTEST. 


"All  persons  traveling  through  the  state  and 
sleeping  in  barns  and  out-houses  should  be  incar- 
cerated at  hard  labor  in  houses  of  correction. 

We  confess  a  strong  feeling  of  favor  toward  the 
idea— we  have  advocated  it  once  already— that  it 
might  be  well  to  revive  for  use  in  this  connection 
the  long  obsolete  whipping-post."— From  the  Bos- 
ton Congreyationali8t  of  February  28, 1878. 


TO  THE  PRIESTLY  EDITOR  OF  THAT    "RELIGIOUS' 
SHEET. 

Three  million  tramps— a  mighty  host 
To  fetter  to  your  whipping-post  - 
All  driven  by  accursed  laws 
Direct  into  Starvation's  jaws— 
By  damnable  conspiracy 
Reduced  to  abject  penury 
And  galling  yoke  of  slavery! 
All  industries  are  overthrown 
That  you  may  gnaw  the  biggest  bone- 
Three  million  toilers  out  of  work 
That  you  may  lord  it  like  a  Turk! 
Insult  the  shade  of  old  John  Brown- 
Cry  "whipping-post"  e'en  in  Boston! 
Ah,  still  you  are  the  "negro's  friend," 
But  for  "poor  whites"  the  lash  intend- 
ed does  the  Abolitionist 
For  "whipping-post"  so  loud  insist! 
Shriek,  priests,  for  e'en  the  self-same  rod 
That  scourged  the  "blessed  Son  of  God"— 
Himself  a  tramp,  for  it  is  said, 
"He  had  not  place  to  lay  his  head." 

Ill  fares  it  with  the  poor  when  money  rules! 
Rights  of  the  poor!  Rights  of  the  hated  tramp! 
But  have  these  any  rights? 


How  soon  may  we 
Like  them  be  beggars  wandering  to  and  fro? 
"Tis  said  that  in  New  York  quite  recently 
A  poor  man  died  who  fifteen  years  ago 
Was  a  proud  millionaire.    The  hand  of  war 
Had  smote  and  ruined  him— he  died  a  tramp— 
The  friendly  Potter's  Field  holds  his  remains. 
His  riches  all  went  down  with  the  "lost  cause," 
His  property  was  in  Confederate  bonds. 
He  made  a  bad  investment,  it  is  true; 
Ten  thousand  men  were  bankrupted  last  year 
Within  the  confines  of  our  tramp-cursed  land- 
Most  by  investments  quite  legitimate, 
The  tramps  are  manufactured  by  bad  laws 
Made  in  the  interest  of  the  "bulls  and  bears"— 
Ten  thousand  bankrupts  in  a  single  year 
In  order  that  John  Sherman  may  "resume!" 
What  does  resumption  mean  to  business  men, 
Owners  of  lands,  of  factories,  and  goods. 
And  toHers  of  all  industries  and  crafts? 
Impoverishment  and  abject  vassalage! 

"But  wandering  tramps  are  thieves,"  I  hear  you 

say. 
If  this  be  true  then  why  not  call  them  "thieves"— 
Cry  "Down  with  thieves"  instead  of  "Down  with 

tramps!" 
Using  good  English— not  a  new-coined  phrase— 
You  rave  like  Satan  and  you  madly  talk 
Of  "guns"  and  "halters"  and  the  "whipping-post" 
For  men  whose  only  crime  is  penury! 
What  right   have   we  to   call  those   wanderers 

"thieves" 
Before  they  have  been  tried  in  open  court? 
But  they're  convicted— How?  By  detectives 
Who  make  pretense  of  havintr  "found  them  out"— 
Belied  and  vilified— denounced  as  "thieves" 


"A  race  of  bandits"  "wandering  miscreants!" 
Right  now  arrest  and  bring  to  punishment 
Each  one  of  them  that's  guilty  of  a  crime — 
Bring  him  forthwith  before  a  magistrate! 
But  poverty,  O  priest!  is  not  a  crime 
Deny  them  shelter  even  in  your  barns; 
For  this  is  modern  Christianity! 
1  do  not  doubt  some  tramps  are  arrant  rogues- 
Some  bankers,  too,  are  thieves  of  blackest  die— 
(But  editors  are  all  immaculate; 
And  hireling  priests  a  race  of  canon-saints) 
Will  it  not  take  the  tramps  a  thousand  years 
To  steal  as  much  as  bankers  now  have  got 
Dishonestly— yea,  stolen  from  the  poor? 
Where  are  the  freed- men's  savings— tell  me  where? 
Savings  of  farmers,  laborers,  business  men? 
Depositors  innumerable  robbed! 
Why  do  you  not  denounce  the  banking  class? 
Why  do  you  not  propose  the  "rope  and  gun" 
As  "cheaper  than  the.  courts"  when  bankers  steal 
Or  "workhouses  and  whipping-posts"  for  them? 
Why  do  you  strain  so  at  a  puny  gnat 
And  swallow  down  the  camel's  ponderous  bulk? 
"And  if" — and  if— the  case  is  altered  much 
Because  the  bankers  are  the  upper  crust, 
And  justice  is  not  what  you're  aiming  at! 
"Down  with  the  nigger!"  was  the  old  war-whoop— 
"Down  with  the  tramp!"  the  barbarous  refrain 
That  now  is  chanted  by  our  gold  Modocs— 
(Responded  to  by  howlings  of  fierce  wolves 
*     Dressed  in  sheep's  clothing— priestly  editors.) 

Sleeping  in  "barn"  or  "shed"  as  Joseph  did 
And  Mary  when  the  infant  Christ  was  born, 
And  where  the  shepherds  recognized  his  star- 
Is  not,  I  trust,  a  punishable  crime, 
Save  in  the  eyes  of  Scribes  and  Pharisees— 
(The  same  that  nailed  the  Master  to  the  tree—) 
The  "Man  of  Sorrows"  knowing  all  our  griefs— 

>.   E'en  poverty's  humiliating  woes, 

"The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud's  contumely/' 
The  poor  above  all  others,  are  received 
With  kindness  by  the  good.    The  pampered  rich 
Are  fondled  and  caressed  by  all  the  vile— 
The  poor  are  honored  only  by  the  good: 
John  Howard,  Mrs.  Fry  and  Gerritt  Smith, 
Lincoln,  Lovejoy,  Paine  and  Lafayette  . 
And  the  apostles  all  and  Jesus  Christ 

»      Embraced,  in  arms  of  helpfulness,  the  poor- 
Visiting  convicts  in  their  gloomy  cells 
To  see  that  they  were  shown  humanity 

..     And  not  oppressed  because  of  helplessness— 
Taking  the  outcasts  kindly  by  the  hand 
Because  they  saw  in  them  divinity— 
But  heartless  Pharisees  and  hypocrites 
Trample,  with  iron  heels,  upon  the  weak. 
We,  the  descendants  of  a  race  of  tramps— 
(Our  fathers  driven  from  their  native  soil 


By  hireling  priests  and  tyranny  of  kings 
Into  a  far  off  friendless  wilderness) 
Ought  to  be  lenient  toward  the  wandering  poor, 
The  right  to  travel,  journey,  emigrate 
Is  sacred  right  to-day  as  when  St,  Paul 
Perambulated  round  the  Gentile  world— 
Or  Jacob  saw  the  Angel  host  descend 
While  he  reposed— the  stars  his  canopy— 
(No  friendly  "barn"  or  "out-house"  beiqg  near)— 
A  sacred  right— as  when  old  Homer  roved 
A  homeless  wanderer— a  seedy  tramp! 
No  page  of  history  shows  a  parallel 
To  the  mad  tyranny  that's  now  proposed 
By  Satan's  emissaries— priestly  scribes, 
The  editor's  of  bought-up  news-papers, 
The  heartless,  howling,  slave-pursuing  wolves, 
With   blood-  hounds   and   sharp-pointed    bowie- 
knives, 
Were  gentlest  babes  con  pared  to  Hyenas 
Foaming  at  mouth,  like  raving,  rabid  dogs, 
Gnashing  at  "tramps"  through  all  the  live-long 

week 
Till  Sunday  brings  them  sanctimonious  rest 
^.nd  sumptuous  hash  of  brown-bread  and  baked 

beans. 
Now,  'tis  to  be  presumed  that  every-one 
Knows  his  own  business  and  attends  to  it— 
Nor  is  he  to  be  meddled  with,  unless 
He  interferes  with  other  men's  affairs— 
If  strangers  come  among  us  e'en  in  rags, 
Are  they  not  strangers  still?  a  sacred  name! 
The  stranger,  by  the  upright  gentleman, 
Is  ever  shown  compassionate  regard. 
When  men  are  poor  it  is  to  be  presumed 
That  they  have  met  misfortune  and  deserve 
Blessing  and  kindly  words  from  fellow  men. 
Good  manners  dwells  with  hospitality— 
Uakindness  marks  the  brutal  savage  man. 

Is  the  poor  wanderer  that  starved  to  death 
In  Iowa  but  fifteen  months  ago 
Because  he  dared  not  beg  and  would  not  s^eal— 
Being  a  "tramp"   was   shunned- could 

work, 
Because  the  farmers  had  been  warned  to  drive 
The  wanderers  from  their  doors  (by  editors—) 
Is  he,  I  say,  deserving  of  our  hate? 
Was  he  deserving  of  the  whipping- post? 
"Give  him  the  work-house,"  cries  the  gold-bribed 

fiend! 
He  dared  not  beg;  because  our  laws  define 
Begging  a  crime  equal  to  larceny. 
This  tramp  was  nut  to  death  by  Iowa's  laws- 
Was  starved  to  death  by  legislative  act- 
By  our  "tramp  act"  of  the  centennial  year — 
Was  put  to  death  for  "crime  of  poverty"— 
Could  not  get  work  and  durst  not  begr  or  steal- 
By  hunger  he  must  die  or  suicide— 


He  chose  to  starve  a  martyr  to  our  laws. 
He  died  a  hero,  though  a  hated  tramp- 
Victim  of  persecuting  savagery— 
He  died  a  martyr  to  the  rich  man's  greed! 
Where  were  his  wife  and  children  when  he  died? 
This  hero  had  come  West  in  search  of  work  — 
Had  left  in  want  his  suffering  wife  and  babes. 
Thrown  out  of  work  in  his  New  England  home 
Because  the  government  mnst  needs  "resume"— 
His  hands  so  willing  and  his  arms  so  strong— 
His  soul  so  big  with  manliness  and  hope- 
He  would  go  West  and  soon  send  home  some  funds, 
The  papers  said:  "A  tramp  had  starved  to  death  - 
He  had  a  photograph  of  wife  and  babes— 
A  letter  in  his  pocket  breathing  love 
And  hope— he  had  not  yet  found  any  work— 
'Could   send  home    nothing    yet,'    'but    hoped' 

'still  hoped"'— 
O  what  a  struggle  he  had  undergone! 
Thousands,  like  him  are  perishing  today. 

The  nation's  life  is  surely  ebbing  out- 
Mark  the  conspirators— the  people's  foes 
Who  overthrow  our  democratic  laws  ! 
They  have  a  well-laid  plot,  a  hellish  scheme, 
Have  got  the  press  and  clergy  on  their  side- 
All  corpoiations  and  all  monied  rings- 
College  professor's  have  been  won  with  bribes. 
Their  scheme  is  this:  Gen'ral  impoverishment- 
Then  odium  heaped  upon  the  poorer  class- 
Then  poverty  to  be  declared  a  "crime"— 
Involuntary  servitude  for  crime 
(The  "crime  of  poverty")  to  follow  next- 
Imprisonment  in  penitentiary— 
Or  sold  at  auction  to  some  petty  lord 
("At  sheriff's  sale"  will  be  the  words  of  law) 


Under  the  plea  of  "putting  vagrants  down". 
Behold  the  climax  of  the  infernal  plot, 
Laws  will  be  passed  to  disfranchise  the  tramp— 
Grave  judges  will  decide  "the  tramp"  to  mean 
"All  such  as  go  from  place  to  place  for  work- 
As  journeymen  and  factory  "operatives"— 
Printers,  laborers  on  farms,  in  mills  and  mines- 
All  men  that  do  not  own  a  house  or  farm, 
Or  pay  a  certain  given  tax  or  rent 
Beyond  the  reach  of  common  working-men- 
All  these  shall  be  disfranchised— shall  not   vote. 
Even  the  Massachusetts  governor 
01  late  discourses  in  official  message 
(Sent  out  a  feeler  of  the  public  pulse 
Before  the  scalpel  is  resorted  to) 
Whether  to-day  'twould  be  expedient 
To  take  the  right  of  suffrage  from  the  poor- 
Signs  of  the  times  surely  significant 
That  point  direct  to  lords  and  monarchy! 
Have  we  to-day  equality  of  men? 
No,  "ire  have  castes,  same  as  in  India! 
The  line  of  demarcation  is  as  strong 
'Tween  poor  and  rich— 'tween   shoddy  and   the 

tramp, 
The  ship  of  state  is  drifting  toward  the  rock  s— 
Let  freemen  seize  the  helm  and  save  the  ship! 
"Boarded  by  pirates!"  drive  them  from  the  deck! 
Tear  down  the  flag  of  "sovereignty  of  gold" 
Unfurl  the  emblem  of  "the  people's  might"— 
Thus  will  the  problem  of  the  tramp  be  solved— 
Prosperity  again  will  bless  the  land: 
And  poverty  ere  long  will  be  unknown ! 

— Leonard  Brown. 
Des  Moines,  March  10,  1878. 


